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Abstract
Spring is the blotted moon Suspended like a pearl Against the evening sky...
22 Sketch 
"No thanks," Al said. "I 'd better be going." He stood 
up, buttoning his rain coat, and paid for his coffee. 
"If you hurry you can catch her," said Tony. 
"Too late for that. I've muffed my big chance." Al tried 
to grin, but it didn't come off very well. H e walked out into 
the rain. 
It was getting colder, but the rain was still falling. He 
looked up and down the street. The girl was gone. He won-
dered what she was going to do now. Go home, like he was, 
maybe, and try to read a book. Or just lie on a bed and stare 
at the bare light bulb swinging from the ceiling until at 
last sleep came. He wondered how many people were lying in 
rooms tonight and staring at the ceiling, waiting for sleep 
to come and blot out the ache of loneliness. 
He ducked his head against a blast of wind and rain. 
God, what a night. 
— Ed Sidey, Sci. Jr. 
Spring 
Spring is the blotted moon 
Suspended like a pearl 
Against the evening sky. 
Spring is a woman 
Who, standing half a mile away, 
Looks at you 
And kisses you with her eyes. 
Spring is a pasque flower, 
The returned wren, 
The quivering sod— 
The paint of budding green earth 
On the canvass of a sky-blue God. 
— Dale Blichmann, Sci. Fr 
